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SACRED DRAMA. 
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Zinut, with his Brethren; &. 


Rreir Artie. 


I muſt be fo ; or theſe vile Ammonites, 
. 8 yrants now theſe eighicen Vea, 
Win cruth the Race of I/raf,— —{ Choice, 
Since Heav'n vouchſafes not, with immediate 
To point us out a Leader, as before, 
Ourtidves cut chooke, — And whe & && « Mas 
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AIX. 


No more pour forth unbeeded Pray rs 
To 4 4 and van : * 


No more with vile unhallow'd Airs, 
The ſacred Rites profane. 


CHORUS. 
No more to Ammon's God and King, 
Fierce Moloch, ſhall our Cymbal: ring, 
In diſmal Dance about the Furnace blue. 
Chemoſh xs more 
Will we adore, 
With timbrell'd Anthems, to Jchovah due. 


| Jephtha, and Zebul. 


RE8c1TATIVE, 


tha comes, — Kind Heav'n aſſiſt our Plea, — 
look 


Za. But * 

97 brba, wi 298 
* nt Brethren in Diſtreſs, 

Forget of thy y County, redreſs thy Sire, 

Friends, th in extreme Deſpair, 

13 i will — aſe it Heer's; and the ſe the Terms ; 

command in War, the like Command, 

AS. Heav'n vouchſate us a victorious Peace, 

* ſtill be mine, 

2 — Bc Witneſs Heaven, 
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Hamor and Iphis. 


RecirTaArTivn 

Hamor. Happy this Embaſſy, my charming Joe 
Which once more gives thee to my longing Eycs. 
As Cynthia breaking trom long-darkning Cloud- 
On the benighted Traveller; the Sight 
Of Thee, my Love, drives Darkneſs and Delpair. 
Again I live; in thy ſweet Smiles I live; 
As in thy Father's ever-watchful Care 
Our wretched Nation feels new Life, new Joy. 
O haſte; and make my Happineſs complete. 


FF 2 © 
Dull Delay, in piercing Anguiſh, 
Bids thy faithful Lover languiſh; 
While be pants for Bliſs in vain, 
Oh! with gentle Smiles rehieve me; 
Let mo more falſe Hope deceive me ; 
Nor vain Fears ine a Pain. 


ReciTATIVE, 
Ipbir, III fairs the Voice of Love when Glory calls, 
bids thee follow Jephrha to the eld. 
AQ there the Hero, and let rival Deeds 
Proclaim Thee worthy to be call'd his Son; 
And Hamor hall not want his duc Reward, 
GS 5 
Take the Heart you" fordl, gave; 
Ledged in your Breafl with wint ; 
Thus with double Ardowr „ be 
Jure Congueft ſhall be thine, Rr 
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RECiTATLiVE. 

Hamer. I go ;——My Soul inſpir'd by thy Command, 
Thirſts for the Battle. — I'm 
With the vitorious Wreath ; and — 

More worth than Fame or Conqueſt, then ent coins. 


Rrcir arr. 
What mean theſe doubtful Fancies of the Brain 
Vitions of Joy riſe in my raptur'd Soul, 


There play a while, and fet in 1 
be Breaſt; mp s ſeem ſtrung 
With tenfold Vigour 


To reach the Skis. — Be Nandi dl. 1 
11 AY rs — in whoſe great Name 


I otor up my Vow 


Racoerareys accompany d. 
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5 REtciTATIivEr. 
Tis ſaid. | 


_  Ifraclites, e. 
— Attend ye Chiefs, and with one Voice, 
Invoke the holy Name of J/a#"s God. 
. 
O God, bebold our fore Dr 
Ommipotent, to — „ er bleſs ! 
But turn thy Wrath, and bleſs once mire 
Thy Servants, who thy Name advre. 


Storge alone, 
REeciTATive. 
Some dire Event hangs o'er our Heads, 
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Was my foreboding Mind diſtreſs'd befo 
Scenes of Horror, Scenes of Wo, 


Riſing from the Shades below, 
Add new Terror to the Night. 
While in neueren Pain, 
That attends the fervile Chain, 
Jig flow the Hows of Light. 
RECITATIVE, 
Ipbis. Heed not theſe black Illuſions of the Night, 
The mocking of wnquiet Slumbers, heed them not. 


My 
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My Father, touch'd with a diviner Fire, 
Already ſeems to triumy in Succeſs, 
Nor doubt 1 but —_ hears our Pray'rs. 


3 
The ſmiling Dawn of 2 Days 
Preſents a Proſpect clear 
And pleafing H ; all-bright ning Rays 
Diel cac = Fear ; 
While every C that Peace diſplays, 
Makes Spring-time all the Tear. 


Zebul and Jephtha. 


RoeciTarive. 
Zebul. Such, ons —o_w—_ — s Reply. —— 
ten the 1a Arm, — ind 10 he Fuck, 


No — but R 
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Hamor, Iraurs, Cr. 
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Iphis, Storge, Ce. 


glorious Conqueror! much-lov'd Father, hail! 
1 x and her Virgin Train, 
ce with all dutcous Love. 
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W elcome, as the chearſul Lig 
Driving darkeſt Shades of | 7. 
Welcome, as the Spring, that rains 
Sweets, and Plenty o'er the Plains ! 

Not chearful Day, 

Nor Sprim , 

Such . — 2 brings, 

n Wi 


ng. 
Semichorus of 13 
Welcome thou, whoſe Deca cuir 
vo the warblin Zan 
* Thou, whom God ordain'd 
Guardian Angel of our Land ! 
Thou wert born, bis glorious Name, 
And great Wonders ts proclaim, 


RuciTaTrive, 


YJephiha, Horror | Confuſion ! harſh 2 Muſic . 
Upon my taſteleſs Ears —— Be 
Thou haſt vadone » I 


Pater, —— Fly, 
And leave me to the Þ 
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A I R. 

"= 5 marble Jaws, O Tomb, 

nd me, Earth, in thy dark Womb: 
Ere I the Name of Father lain, 
And deepeſt Woe from Conqueft gain. 

RaciTarive 

ry . O Zebul, Hamor, and my deareſt Wife, 
r — 

rown ummit um » 
Down to the loweſt — a 
Know then, — I vow'd | ee Rand Gl 
A Victim to the living God. —my Daughter— 
Alas! it was my Daughter, and ſhe dies. 


RuciTaTrive arcompany'd. 
Firſt periſh Thou ; and periſh all the World! 
Hath Heav'n then bleſs'd us with this onl Pledge 
Of all our Love, this one dear Child, Thee 
To be her Murderer No _ 

A 

„ Let other Creatures die; 
Is ww Coun te, 
# ow my, Ke 
Ere in @ Dag 
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Ienis. | 


ReciTATIvVE. 
Ipbis. Such News flics ſwift; —I've heard the mournful Cauſe 


Of all your Sorrows. Of my Father's Vow 
Heav'n ſpoke its Approbation b 


Gilead hath triumph d. [foi is ſree. 


Rrcirar ter accompany'd. 


Rrcir artet accompany d. 
Tephtha. Deeper and deeper till, thy Goodneſs, Child, 


Pierceth a Father's bleeding Heart, and checks 
The cruel Sentence on my falt'ring Tongue. 
Oh! let me whiſper it to the raging Winds, 
Or howling Deſerts ; for the Ears of Men 
It is too 712 I not vowed 
And can I think the greath Jeet Nleeps, 
No, no; Heav'n heard my Thoughts, and wrote then down 
It muſt be ſo.— Tis This that racks my Brain, 
And pours into my Breaſt « thouſand Pangs, 
That laſh me into Madneſs Homd Thought! 
Doom'd by a Father! — Yer -thc Vow is pal, 
And Gi{cad hath triumph d oer his took, 
Therefore, to morrow's Daun —I can no more, 
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from mort Sight ! 
« Ft to Sorrow turning, 
2. rumphs mto Mourning, 
As the Night the Day. 
No certam Bliſs, 
No folid Peace, 
We Mortals know, 
On Earth below ; 
Yet on this Maxim flill obey; 
Whatever is, is right. 


O R 
3 Lord, are 
hid mortal 


* 


a IrHis, 


RreciTATIVE 


IDE thou thy hated Beams, O Sun, in Clouds, 
And Darkneſs, deep as is a Father's Woe ; 
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RnciTarivy, 
bit. Ye lacred Prieſts, whoſe Hands ne et yet were ſtain'd 
With human Blood, why are ye thus afraid | 
To execute my Father's Will? —— The Call 
Of Heav'n, (for ſure it is the Call of Heay'n,) 


With humble Reſignation I obey. 
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prongs and Floods, 
y-L"- + & to 
Polen? thou m—_— 7 
Short Hours of of am 
Brighter Scenes I 
tn the Realms of 8 


Chorus of Priefts, 
Doubtful Fear, and reverent Awe 
Strike ws, Lord, while here we bow : 
Chect'd by thy all-facred Law, 
der commanded by the Vow. 
In this Diftreſs, Lord hear our Pray'r, 
And thy determin's Will declare. 


symphony. 


Rect TATIVE. 

Ang? Riſe, YJophiba,-And, ye reverend Priefts, withhold 
The faughtrow'} © wi No Vow can dilannul 

The Law of God,———>Nor ſuch was its Intent 1 
When rightly ſcann d,. yet fill ball be tuliall d.— _ 
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Thy Daughter, Jepdeda, thou muſt dedicate 
To God, in pure and Virgin-ſtate for ever, 


33208 meet for Sacrifice, 
= had ſhe fall'n an Holocauſt to God. 


he Holy Spirit, that dictated thy Vow, 
Bade thus explain it, and approves thy ** 
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Happy, Iphis, thew Hoey 
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Tune their Harps 
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And their yearly Hog of in 
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Storge, and Hamor. 


RxcirarTive. 
Storgd. O let me fold thee in «a Mother's Arms, 

And with ſubmiſſive Joy, my Child receive, 

Thy Deſignation to the Life of Heaven. 


RECiTATIVE. 
Ipbis, 1 behold thy Safety, 
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Ipbis. My faithful Hamer, may that Providence 
Which gently claims, or forceth our Submiſſion, 
Direct ts ſome happier Choice. 


QuinTETTO. 
Iphis. „ 
to refign 
+ All that i in Iph phis mine, 
Heaven reſign. 
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While in me. 
Hallelujah. 


